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his eyes off the columns, demanded in a curt voice what I
wanted with him.

4 What is that to you ?' I ingenuously asked.

This unusual reply excited attention. They all looked at
me; and when they had looked at me, they looked at each
other and smiled. My appearance, indeed, of which till I
had seen myself in the pier-glass I was not sensible, was
well calculated to excite a smile and to attract a stare. My
clothes were not untattered, and were very much soiled,
being covered with shreds of moss and blades of grass, and
stuck over with thistle-tops; my boots had not been cleaned
for a week; my shirt-frill, which fell over my shoulders,
was torn and dirtied; my dishevelled and unbrushed locks
reached my neck, and could scarcely be said to be covered
by the small forester's cap which I always wore at school,
and in which I had decamped. Animate the countenance
of this strange figure with that glow of health which can
only be obtained by the pedestrian, and which seemed to
shock the nerves of this company of dapper youths.

4 If you want Baron Fleming, then, you must go upstairs/
said the student of the newspaper in a peevish voice.

As I shut the door I heard the burst of laughter. I mounted
up the great staircase and came into an antechamber.

* What do you want, sir ?  what do you want, sir ?    Tou
must not come here/ said a couple of pompous messengers
nearly pushing me out.

41 shall not go away/1 replied.   ' I want Baron Fleming.'

* Engaged, young gentleman, engaged ; can't see any one,
impossible.'

41 shall wait, then.'

4 No use waiting, young gentleman, better go.'
4 It is not such an easy matter, I perceive, to see one's
father/ I thought to myself.
I did not know which wa?* his room, otherwise T would